miles from Vaasa. At every station where we stopped,
the man with whom I had shared a sleeper asked me in
broken English: * Is this Vaasa 5* I don't know how many
times I replied resignedly that it was not, nor was it likely
to be for hours and hours.
We reached a big railway junction about lunch time,
and I went to the buffet with Virginia Cowles, who was
also leaving for Sweden, to have a quick lunch. We were
told the train would stop there for a quarter of an hour, but
we needn't have hurried. It waited six hours to allow a
number of hospital trains to pass. Finally, we reached our
destination at midnight.
It was pitch dark outside and I went through the station
in the rather vain hope of finding a taxi. As I had ex-
pected, there was no taxi, no sledge, no form of transport
of any kind. I went back to the train where Virginia was
guarding the luggage, and there found Herbert Uxkull of
the United Press, who had met every train since early that
morning in order to tell us that he had arranged for all of
us to drive to Sweden across the ice of the Gulf of Bothnia,
Certainly this sounded a wonderful idea.
Although we were both pretty dead beat we went off
at once to get our exit papers put in order. It was going to
be quite a party, for Herbert's sister, whose husband was
Finnish, was taking her two children across to Sweden,
making six of us altogether. We were to start at two
o'clock in the morning.
Our driver was a very tough-looking customer, who
had been a bootlegger when Finland had had prohibition.
One of the party had not got a Swedish visa, but the ex-
bootlegger saw nothing to worry about in this. He knew
every inch of the coast, and promised to see to it that we
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